
"Oranges and Lemons"
11AKGLS A XI) LEMOXS, a nnv

and brilliantly colored novel by

Mary C. E. AYcmyss, takes its name by

indirect implication from the English

ame twin to "London bridge is falling
down" and 'well loved by all proper
minded children. It is not a child's book,

however, although they will enjoy it the
more for that reason. Older people as
well will find it good reading of a sane
and clever sort. The story does not de-

pend upon its plot for interest, but upon
Miss Wcnryss's ability to mate people
say and 3o amusing things. like Hie
Professional Aunt and Impossible People,
her new book deals with n small group
of English people among whom a child
is prominently fcainred. There arc often
transparencies and tritenesses in the
story, never in the characters. It is evi-

dent that the author loves her people far
more than her book.

." as the five-year--

girl in the story is called, strikes
lis as being singularly unnatural as well

as wilfully smart. She suffers from Miss
"Weinyss's determination to make her
original at all cost Still she fits very
nicely into the which jug war represented two soldiers in
that of "bringing a bachelor uncle and a
maiden aunt, who dislike each other on

principle without having met, into the
arms of matrimony. l)ina, Shan't's de-

butante sister, helps m the grim work, al-

though it is Shan't wbo finally accom-

plishes it by thrown from a pony
and making of death. Like Ned
in Mr. Leacock's satire on boys' hooks,
who can't be boiled however long he may
hang over foaming caldrons, lecause he
is the hero, Shan't cannotdie because she
in the piece de resistance. "Without her
we could not close ilie book in peace for
fear the recalcitrant lovers Tniglit undo
their "bonds, Sibyl returning to licr gar-

dens and Marcus to his china collecting.

They are all nice human people --with a
clever turn of conversation except Shan't's,
and she will be when she grows up. "We

do not go so far as to say that there
aren't such children, threatening
letters from a score of cliildren within the
week telling us that they are Shan't to
the life and offering proofs. It never
safe to say that people in books are un-

real, as no one knows what real means
anyway, and besides, if the story is amus-

ing enough, what difference does it make?
The only time' when there should be any
rub is when the author uses people, jay
women, whom we consider unreal, to prove
a point. Miss "Wcmyss has better uses for
her characters.

One opinion is advanced by means of
Marcus which we should like io dispute,
namely, that people's ryes grow smaller
with fhe years and that a woman's eyes

at forty have often shrunk noticeably.
Brushing aside Tory tiny children, "who

frequently seem to be all eyes owing

surrounding smallness, we believe that
eyes lave a habit of growing larger, or
seeming to, as "the fulness of early youth
departs from the face

ORANGES AND IZEMOX8. By Maey
E. "Wrarrss. Boston: Houghton lifflin
Company. 41.50.

clined to be candidate for President
is the SeSor Palancim

whose La Vemocracia Yictnrioxa has just
been hy D. Appleton & Com-

pany.
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Clemenceau, Cheer Leader for France
"By N. P. D.

TT is easy to imagine Gladstone being
called "old man" while he was still

baby; at least long before he was really

the "grand old man" of England. But
if Clemenceau lives, like his father be-

fore him, to be 00, the title of "ancient"
will never properly fit him; he is too
much the eternal "boy.

The French call Clemenceau "Minister
of Victory." Perhaps Americans who

read Georges by
Frenchman, Georges tc

(because rhapsody is needed to
convey what Clemenceau means to the
French people), he will appear as the
cheer leader for France in the with
Germany: Tnaking the people
sing the Marseillaise; them
with his unconquerable spirit, inspiring
them with his faith, communicating to
them his own devotion for hi3
country and insisting upon every individ-
ual sacrifice that France might live.

One of the most popular cartoons of
(the "Old BjlF artist) dur--

general scheme, is the

getting
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to

the trenches saying the Allies will "win, if
"they" tlte folks at home will bold.

It was Clcmenecau's special role in the
war to see that the French people "held":
and to give the polios in the trenches en-

couragement, too, whether they needed it
or not. M. Leeomtc says that any day
during the war if yon went io the Palais
Bourbon and found the Deputies in the
dumps it was Clemenceau was
not there; on the contrary, if you went to
the front and found the officers and men
downhearted, it was because Clemenceau
liad not been around. Judging Try the
movies, he would seem always to have
been at the front, quick stepping along
in his little, old hat and big coat. But
the truth is he was Lack and forth, al-

ways on hand where little cheering
seemed to be needed: in the Chamber
after reverse; at the front before
critical advance.

The war meant more to Qemeneeau
than to some others. '"Si jennesse !"

Clemenceau knew. He was the
first and is the last. of the protesters
against the annexation of Alsace and
Lorraine In the Assembly at Bordeaux
he swore eternal fidelity to the stolen

And it was "because Clemen-

ceau knew what "war with Germany
meant that he early profession
of faith: "It is not enough to be heroes.
We must "be conquerors!" He directed all
his moral and physical strength not
to the fighting "but the winning of the war.
.ToiTre turned back the Germans at the
Manic. Foch directed, to ultimate tri-

umph, the greatest mass movement of
troops in military history. But Clemen-

ceau was the moral leader, who cheered

tlie French people and the French army
to victory. M. Lecomte says: "Above
all, he thinks only of the war. He car-

ried it on with the wild energy of a man
who dots not "want his country to die."
The following picture of Clemenceau is
striking:

"Uehold him standing at the helm in
the tempest 1 His sharp, calm eyes, so

We are able to state unreservedly that intensely "black in his white face, watch
the SeSor Palavicini, who has just de-- through the deep, foaming waves for fhe
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reefs and mines. He is wet by the spray.
"But stanch under his little Soft hat,
with a turned down "brim, a hat which
has become the legend of the battlefield,
he stands firm.

"Energetic, he tolerates only energy.
Full of confidence, he wants others to be
confident. Under the hardest "blows of
the sea, master of himself, humorous and
sardonic, he raises a laugh "by his pic-

turesque jokes which hearten the strug-

gling crew.
"Then suddenly what words he speaks,

simply and profoundly human, of a con-

trolled, ennotion, "which bring tears to the
hardest eye!"

The trenches adopted him. M. Le-

comte says: "They know he is not afraid.
He does not pose. He is cordial, spon-

taneous, bantering' in a word, is him-

self the old poilu. In the same way, the
crowd in the street adores him, "his en-

ergy, "his, activities, his picturesque good

fellowship." As a matter of 'fact, Clem-

enceau seems to be all things (o all men.
"When Mr. ljyudinan,tfhe British labor
leader, wrote alOut him the bther day lie

''...fi.j - f-- ' "a r-
cnosc cmaiy io sec in ins incna oi many

lightful mixture of ad j Maicai who.vWhe went to
venture humor. ' ' orf Utwand pnT4 .w j0wn in

Net, $150 .it e XTontmartre district (and later be

CO1
came Mayor of Montmartre) in order to

"be among and study at first hand the
problems ojE the 'workers. L$ra Chester--

i Tu ?tU iSfkl errata to jKsi wra : tZSwn a Awh

a coal mine. You can always say yon
have been below, and nobody can con- -'

tradict you."' Mr. Hyndman claimed for
his friend that he has always gone down
the coal mine. On the other hand, if Mr.
"Wilson should - write a "biography of
Clemenceau he could (only he probably
wouldn't) find in him-- a fellow idealist;
while Lloyd George could choose the real-

ist, and tie Germans wouldn't be able to
see anything but the Tiger.

H.
M. Lecomte, being president of the

French Societe des Gens do Lcttres, em-

phasizes the more cultural side of Clemen-eeau- 's

career, and dwells at length on his
success as journalist and man of letters.
M. Lecomte says that Parisians) were
never better informed on the art and lit-

erature of their time than while Clemen-

ceau was publishing his paper, La Jus-
tice, which, although one of the most com-

bative of political journals, was at the
same time one of the most literary of its
day. He gathered around him many
brilliant young writers. Pichon was one
of the editors. The cliief political writer
was Edouard Durranc author of the
famous caption, since revived by Forain
the artist, "How fine the Republic was
during the Empire!" Gustave Geoffroy
was the literary critic, and in the files of
La Justice will be found a procession of
names famous in French art and letters
Monet, Kodin, Pissarro, Renoir, Carrierc,
Edmond do Goncourt, Barbey D'Aure-vill- y,

Villiers de11sle Adam, Huysmans,
Yerlaine and, coming down to a modern
of the moderns, the poet Albert Samain.
Also while Clcmeneeau was editing his
weekly pampldci, Le Bloc, to which he
himself was sole contributor, he first gave
encouragement to many a young artist
and writer. It was, of course, while he
was writing political leaders for L'Aurore
that he threw himself heart and mind into
the Dreyfus affair, giving up his leader
space for Zola's letter and himself sup-
plying the caption "J'Accuse." Later,
when his HUttmrae Libre was to be cen-
sored, he quickly changed the name to
L'llomme EnchainT:

To sum it all up, M. Leeomie says
Clemenceau knows ai enormous amount"
and is one of the most widely cultured
men in France. Brought up on the clas-
sics and the enryelopcdists and English
sociologists, the be. of the
moderns and lias had a share in making
them. A play of Clemcnecau's was pro-
duced in Xcw York the past winter at the
French Theatre. He has also written at
least one novel, Lcs plus forts. "When
he was younger, M. Lecomte says he
never missed a first night at the theatre.

III.
Now, of course, he has io go to bed

early, since it is actually true that he
rises at 3 o'clock in the morning! Tho
first order of the day is to go to look
under the door mat of his ground floor
apartment in the Hue Franklin, where he
has rhed (let landlords do their worst)
for twenty-fiv- e years, and get the des-
patches with which to begin his day's
work. He sometimes arrives at the door
mat "before 'the messenger. He receives

his first callers at 8 o'clock. Fie dues not
smoke, prohibition would have no terrors
for him, he e'ats little and apparently
sleeps less. He likes dogs and "collects"
them, along with Chinese curios.

Born a Vcndeean, of nigged ancestry
(doctors for 300 years), M. Lecomte, like
Mr. Hyndman, insists that Clemenceau is
the tmc Parisian. Mr. n finds in
him even a good deal of the Parisian
gamin, "not at all averse to enjoying life
at the cost of poking fun at other peoplo
and erven at himself." Although Clemen-

ceau can write, as his successful journal-
istic career proves, and he can be an
orator when oratory is needed, M. Le-

comte says he is more a man of action
than words. "Verbosity even when bril-

liant wears him out. lie hates the
phrases that do not act." A favorite lino
in Clemcnceau's speeches is "This is no
time for words." This is what he said
to the Germans the other day when ho
handed to them the peace treaty. But
when the time comes to speak, neither
works (nor his knees) fail him.

The least emotional of readers will be
unable to read M. Lecomte's account of
Armistice Day in Paris without a thrill.
The cannon boomed, the throngs out-

side the Palais Bou'rlKm sang the Jrr-seilUiu- ic,

and inside a sober and deeply
stirred Clemenceatr read the armistice
terms. ""When he held in his hands, duly
signed, this armistice, which avenges our
dead, which realizes onr hopes, he whom
no one had ever seen weep burst into
tears." Socialist and priest, symbol of
the sacred uniou that has carried France
through the .war, rushed to clasp the
hands of Clemenceau; and Abbe "vvet-terl- e,

representative from Metr., up in a
box had a little ovation all of hi!s own. It
was a great day for every one, but for
a Frenchman, whose experiences with
Germany extended back a half century,
who had been continuously "protesting"
since '71, .it was truly the day of glory.

IV.' '

Again and again in M. Lecomte's an-

alysis of Clemenceau we are reminded
of our own Roosevelt in the two men

the same eternal boyishness, impetuosity,
energy, pieturcsquencss, frankness, good
fellowship, courage whom no threat
(nor assassin's bullet) could stop; in
both the same frank and ardent national-
ism and the same happy combination of
inanlif letters and man of action. Clemen-

ceau does not seem to have been the ad-

venturer, in tho way of travel, that
Roosevelt was. A Parisian never sees tho
necessity to travel. Put Clemenceau did,
it is true, venture as far as America
once and, brave man that he is, taught
French in a young ladies' seminary at
Stamford, Conn. On the other hand, Mr.
Roosevelt did not have the rapicrlikc wit
and jovial good humor of Clemenceau.

He said a good many severe things, for
example, about the Fourteen Taints, but
never anything quite so witty and sting-

ing as Clemencesu's quick: "Fourteen
points! That's too many. The good Lord
has only ten."

GKOBGES CLEMENCEATJ. By Georges
Lecomte. D. Appleton ft Oo. $1.50.
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of the Apocalypse
THE GREATEST NOVEL OF MODERN TIMES BY
THE GREAT SPANISH NOVELIST BLASCO IBANEZ

Blood and Sand
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